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THE POCK-MARKED MAN,
Synopsis—The man who tells this
story—call him the hero, for short— |i

Is vieiting his friond John Saunders,
British official in Nassau, Bahama
Islands, Charlle Webster, & local |
maorchant, completes the trio of
friends. Converzation turning upen
burled pirate treasurs, Saunders
produces a written document pur-
porting to be the death-bed state-
ment of Henry P, Toblas, a suc-
esaful pirate, made by him in 1850,
1t gives two spots whers two mil-
lions and a half of treasure were
buried by him and hiz companlons,
The conversation of the three
frienda {s overheard by a stranger,
whose face o deeply pltied by
imnll pox

CHAPTER 111,
",

| Charter the “Maggie Darling.”

As luck would have It, the loss, or
ather the theft of Henry P. Toblas'
narrative was not so serions as it at
first seemed, for it fortunately chanced
that John Saunders had had it copied;
nut the theft remained none the less
nysterlous, v

However, leaving that mystery for)
iter solution, John Saunders, Charlle
Webster and I spent the next evening
In n general and particular criticism
f the narrative itself. There were
soveral obvious objections to be made
irainst It3 authenticity. To start with,
Tobias, at the time of his deposition,
wns an old man—seventy-five years
d—and It was more than probable
that his experiences as a pirate would
lnte from his early manhood; they
were hardly likely to have taken place
1y lnte as his fortieth year, The nar-
ratlve, indeed, snggested their taking
much earlier, and there would
thus be a spnce of at least forty years
the burinl of the freasure
ind his deathbed revelation. It was
natural to ask: Why during all those
yoars did he not return and retrieve
the treasure for himself? Varlous
elronmsta may prevented
him, the Inabliity from lnck of means
to muoke the journey, or what not;
certainly one would need to Imag-
ine clreumstances of peculinr power
that should be strong enough to keep
v man with so valuable a secret In his
possession so many years from taking
wivantage of it

For a long while, too, the names
given to the purported sites of the
treasure caches puzzled us. Modern
mops give no such places as “Dead
Men's Shoes” and “Short

liice

etwoeen

have

nces

bt

to 1703, we came upon one of
So far the veracity

haek

(e two names.

Then Tom Came Up With My Break-
fast,

of Toblas was supported. “Dead
Men's Shoes" proved to be the old
name for n certain cay some twently
miles long, about a day and a half's
gall from Nnssau, one of the long
string of coral islands now known as
the “Exuma Cays” But of “Short
Surift island” we sought in vain for
a troce.

“All the same,” snid I, “the adven-
ture calls me; the adveniure and that
million and & half dollars—and those
‘Dend Men's Shoes’—and I Intend to
undertake It. I sm not going to let
your middle-nged skepticism discour-
age me. Treasure or no treasure,
there will be the excitement of the
quest, and oll the fun of the sea.”

“And some duck perhaps” added

Charlle.
“And some sghark fishing for cer-
tain,” sald John.
. . . . . . °
The next thing waa to set about
Zelting a boat and a crew.

After looking over much lkely and |

ualikely craft we finally decided on

4 two-masted schooner of trim but{ the poor devil!™
wdld build, the Maggie Darling, 42
feat over all wnd 13 beewm ) something

| lie, “and I have the captaln and tho

L and three barrels of water, being duly

| lot.

Shrift |
(stand,™ but at lnst, In & map dating |
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under twenty tons, with an auxiliary
gasoline engine of 24 horse power,
and an alleged speed of ten knots,
Next, the erew.
“You will need a eaptain, a cook, an
engineer and a deckband,” said Char-

cook all ready for you

That afternoon we rounded them
a1l up, including the engineer and the
deckhand, and we arranged to starl,
weather permitting, with the morning
tide, which set east at six o'clock on
July 13, 1903,

Ship's #tores were the next detall,
and these, including fifty gullons of
gmsoline, over and above fhe tanks

got abourd, on the evening of July
12 all was ready for the start; an eve-
ning which was naturally spent in a
parting conclave In John Saunders'
snuggery.

“Why, one important thing you've
forgotfen,” said Charlle. “Machetes—
and spades and pickaxes. And I'd
tanke n few sticks of dynamite along
with youn too. I cun let you have the
We'll get them aboard tonlght.”

“It's a pity you have to give It
awny that it's a treasure hunt” said
John, “but then you can't keep the
crew from knowing, And they're a
queer lot on the subject of treasure,
have some of the rummiest supersti-
tions. I hope you won't have any
trouble with them."

“Had any experience
niggers?” asked Charlie,

“Not the least.”

“That makes me wish T were coming
with you, They are rum beggars, Aw-
ful cowards, and just like a pack of
chlldren, You know about sailing
anyhow. That's a good thing, You
can captain your own boat, if need be.
That's all to the good. Particularly
if you strike any dirty weather. But
fet me glve you one word of advice:
Be kind, of course, with them—but
keep your distance all the same, And
e ecareful about losing your temper.
You get more out of them by coax-
ing—hard ns it is, at times. And, by
the way, how would you llke to take
old ‘Sallor’ with

“Qallor” was a great Labrador re-
triever, who at that moment turned up
his blg head with a devoted sigh from
behind his master's chalr.

“Rather,” I suid, So “Sailor” was
thereupon enrolled as a furiher addi-
tion to the crew.

4Ol Tom,” the cook, was first on
hand next morning. I took to him at
once; A simple, kindly old “darky" of
“Uncle "Pomn's Cabin” type, with faith-
fulness written all over him, and a cer-
tain sad wisdom in his old face.

“You'll find Tom a great cook," sald
Charlie, patting the old mnan on the
“Many a trlp we've taken
together after duck, haven't we, Tom?"

“That's right, sul. That's right,”
sald the old man, his eves twinkling
with pleasare,

Then c¢ame the eaptain—Capt, Jahez
Willlams—a younger man, with an in-
telligent, self-respecting manner, some-
what noncommittal, businesslike, evi-
dently not partienlurly anxlous aq to
whether he pleased or not, but looking
competent and civil enough.

Next came the engineer, n young
hulking bronze ginnt, a splendid phys-
feal specimen, but rather heavy and
sullen and not over-dntelligent to look
at, The deckhand proved to be a
shnckly, rather gllly, effeminate fellow,
suggesting idioey, but doubtless wiry
and good enough for the purpose.

While they were busy getting up the
anchor of the Muaggie Darling I went
down Into my cabin to arrange varlons
odds and ends, and presently came the
eaptain, touching his hat.

“There's n party,” he sald, “outside
hire wants to know if you'll take him
pussenger to Spanish Wells,”

“We're not tuking panssengers,” I an-
awered, “but I will look him over.”

A man was standing up In n row-
boat, leaning against the ship's side.

“Youw'd do me a great favor, sir,” he
began to say In a soft, ingratlating
volce,

I looked nt him with a start of ree-
oynition. He was my pockmarked
friend, who had made such an inplens-
ant impression on me at John Saun-
ders' office, He was rather more zen-
tlemanly looking than he had sermed
at the first view, and I saw that,
though he was a holfbreed the white
blood predominated.

“I don't want to intrude,” he sald,
“put 1 have urgent need of getting to
Spanish Wells, and there's no boat go-
| Ing that way for a weck. T've Just
migsed the mall.”

“I didn't think of taking any passen-
gers,” [ sald.

“T know,” he sald.
great favor I ask.” He spoke with a
certain cultivation of manner. “But
I am willlng of course to pay anything
you think well for my food and my
passage.”

I waived that suggestion aslde and
stood Irresolutely looking at him, with
no very hospitable expression In my
eyes, 1 dare say. But really my :lis-
taste for him was an unreasoning prel-
udice, and Charile Webster's phrase
| ame to my mind—"His fuce Is agninst

in handling

you?'

shoulder,

“T know i's a

It certainly was,

| snid, “The poor man's binnket Iy coms

gracionsly: *“Very well, Get abo
You cun help work the boat;” o
with that I turned away to my cabir

-CHAPTER V.
in Which Tom Catches an Enchanted
Figh, and Discourses of the Dangers
of Treasure Hunting. =
The morning was a little overcast,
but a brisk nertheast wind soon set the
clouds moving as it went humming ia
our sails, and the sun, coming out in
its glory over the crystniﬂnﬂ waters;
made a fine flashing world of i, full
of exhilaration and the very breath of
youth and adventure, very uplifting to
the heart,

Nassau looked very pretty in the
morning sunlight, with Is pink and
white houses nestling among palm
trees and the masts of its sponging
schooners, nnd soon we were abrenst
of the pleturesque low-lying fort, Fort |
Montague, that Major Bruce, nearly
two hundred years ago, had such a
time building as a protection agninst
pirates entering from the east end
of the harbor. It looked lke a veri
table plece of the pust, and set the
imagination dreaming of those old
days of Spanish galleons and the black
flug, and brought my thoughts engerly

&
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“Tom and You and L."

back to the object of my trip, thoze
doubloons and pleces of eight that lay
in glittering heaps somewhere out io
those island wildernesses.

Then Tom came up with my breskes
fast, The old fellow stood by to Serve
me as I ate, with & pathetic touch of
the old slavery days in his deferential,
half-fatherly monner, dropping 2
quaint remark every now and ngainj
as, when drawing my altention to the
sun bursting through the clouds, b

ing out, sah"—phrases in which there
seemed a whole lot of pathos to we.

Presently, when breakfast was over,
and I stood looking over the side into
the Incredibly clear water, In which
it seems hardly possible that a boat
can go on floating, suspended as she
secms over glemming gulfs of Bquld
space, down through which at every
moment It seems she must dizzily fall,

As Tom and I guzed down, lost in
thoge rainbow deups, I heard n voice
at my elbow saying with peculiarly
glekenlng unetion :

“The wonderful works of God."

It was my unwelcome pussenger,

we stood.
question very clear In my eyes as to

Wiis.
"Preeclgely,” T sald, and moved away.

| Hvlug you're to think of—"

who had sllently efiged up to whered

what kind of disagreeable animal he}

d my friend of “the wonders
of God" looked uwp with a
ating alr. Its eftect on Cleorge
“nil, except perhaps to further
his sulks.

. And this T did notice, after a while,
ithat my remarks to Gecrge seemed to
? Set up a certain sympathetie ac-
tence between him and my pas-
‘the shackly deckhand being ap-
tly taken In as an humble third.
it for'ard, tolking together, and
passenger read to them, on one
ension, from a plece of printed pu-
per that fluttered in the wind,

 The captain was occupled with his
helm, and the thoughts he didn't seem
‘to feel the neécessity of sharing; a
quiet; poised, probably stupfd man, for

[ whom 1 eould not-deny the respect we

must always give to content, however
‘slmple. He was a sallor, and I don’t
know what,better to say of a man.

Sp for compunionship I was thrown
back upon Tom. I felt, too, that he
wis my only friend on board, and a
vigue feeling had come over me that
within the next few houra I might need
a friend.

. “Are we going too fast for fishing
Tom?™ 1 asked.

“Not too fast for o barracaonta,” sald
Tom: 50 we put out lines and watched
{he steeteled strings, and listened to
the sen. After a while Tom’s line grew
taut, and we hauled in a five-foot bur-
racouta,

“Look!” said Tom, as he pointed to
a lttle writhing eel-like shape, about
nige inches long, attached to the belly
of Lthe barrneonta,

#A sucking fish ! sald Tom. “That's
good Tuck;" and he proceeded to turn
over the poor creature and cut from
his back, hnmediately below his head,
a flat inch and a half of skin lned
and stamped like a rubber sole—the

| deviee by which he held on to the

helly of the barraconta much as the

L | girele of wet leather holds the stone
o in n schoolboy's sling,

“Now,” he sald, when he had il
clean and neat in his fingers, “we musi
hang this up and dry it in the north
east wind: the wind is just right—
nor-nor'enst—and there Is no mnscol
like it, specinlly when—" Old Tom

| hogitated, with a slyly Innocent smile

in llg eyes,
“What Is it, Tom?" I asked.
“Well, sir, I meant to say that thi
particular part of n sucking fish, prop

| erly dried in the northeast wind, I8 &

wonderful mascot—when you're golng
after treasure.”
“Who sald I was going after treas
ura?" I asked.
“Aren’t you, sah?”
nsking vour pardon.t
“Let's talk It over later on, wher
you bring me my dinpner, Tom."
Latar, as Tom stood, serving my)

replied Tom

.l eoffee, I toolk it up with him again,
! “What was that you were saying

ahout treasure, Tom1?" I nsked.
“Well, sar. what T meant was (his

{ that going affer tressure is a daoger

it's not only the
Here Tox
threw a careful eye for'ard.

“Tha crew, you mean?"

He nodded,

“But it's the dend too.”

“The dead, Town?”

“Well, sar, there was pever a burled
tregsure vet that didn't claim its vie
tim. Not one or two eithee, Six o1
elght of them, to my knowledge—an¢
the treasure just where it was for all
that, I das'say It sounds all foollsh:
ness, but {t's true for all that, Some
thing or other'll come, mark my word
—just when they think they've gol
their hands on It: & hurricane or &
tidnl wave or an earthquake. And-—
well, the ghost laughs, but the treasure
gtavs there all the same.”

“The ghost Inughs?” I asked.

“Eh! of course; didn't you know

every trensure is guarded by a ghost)
He's got to keep watch there till the
next fellow comes nlong, to relleve
sentry duty, so fo speak, He doesn’t
pive it nway. My no! He dassn't d¢
thnt. But the minute someone else it
killed, coming looking for it, then he't
free—and the new ghost has got fo
go on sitting there, walting for ever
so long till someone else comes look
ing for it."
“But what has this sucking fish go!
[to do with it?" And I pointed to the
red membrane already drying in Tom't
‘hand.

ous business . .

pnswered,

dried let me have It.

1 gquite a piratical flavor,

“Well, the man who carries this Ir
I looked at him, with thafl,i:hls pocket won't be the next ghost,” L

“Take good eare of It for me, then
Im.” 1 said, “and when it's properly
For I've a sori

- ~ As Usual
“T'm going
vote =¥

] sep: the plans people.—Louls-
ville Qourler-Journal. 2y

Cutleura Soap for the Complexion.
Nothing better than Cuticura Soap
dally and Olntment now and then as
needed to make the complexion clear,
scalp clean and hands soft and white.
Add to this the fascinating, fragrant
Cuticura Taleum and you have the
Cuticura Tollet Trio—Ady,

When the world begins to applaod
a man for his actlons his head gets too
large for his hat.

out sfter the aviation|

s

the Panama eanal for the month
161, exclusive of eight Unite
government ships on which on-
were levied, other naval ships and
lnunches, Net tonnage of the 161 com-
merclnl ships ageregated 480867, Pao-
namg cunal mensurement,

Better than a wortler I8 o man who
hustles out to do something about It

A man may not be a coward beeause

he is afrnld of a woman.

What is

Children—Experience against Experi

Castoria

ASTORIA is a harmless substitute for Cestor Oil, Paregorie,
Drops and Soothing Syrups. ' It is pleasant. It contains neither
Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic substance. Ita age is its guar-

antee, For more than thirty years it has been in constant use for tha relief
of Constipation, Flatulency, Wind Colic and Diarrhcea; allaying Feverish-
ness arising therefrom, and by regulating the Stomach and Bowels,
aids the sassimilation of Ford; giving healthy and natural sleep,
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother's Friend.

The Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been in use for over
80 years, has borne the signature of Chas.
his personal supervision since its infancy. Allow noone to deceive you
All Counterfeits, Imitations and **Just-as-
trifle with and endanger the heaith of Inﬁtu and
men
Genuine Castoria always bears the signature of

Fletehey, and has been mﬁem
as-Good’’ are but Experiments that

{72

Getting Him Placed.
“That raincont melted away In the
first storm."
“The min who sold It to yon was
no weather prophet.”

Spirit Willing, Fiesh Weak.
“How about that insomnin cure T
give you?”
“1 must apologize, oll man. The
fact is, U've been too sleepy nights to

“No. He was a weather profiteer.” {try It."—Boston Transecript.

KIDNEYS . WEAKENING?

. Fad

Kidney and bladder troubles don't
disappear of themselves, They grow
upon you, slowly but steadily, tnder-
mining your health with deadly cer-
tainty, until you fall & victim to in-
curable disease,

Stop your troubles while thore Is
time. Don't wait until little pains be-
come big aches, Don't trifle with dis-
esse, 'Io avoid future suffering begin

treatment with GOLD MEDAL Haar-
lem Oil Capsules now. [Take three or

are entirely free from pain,

/This well-known preparation has been
one of the national remedies of Hol-
land for centuries, In 1606 the govern-

cial charter authorizing

four every day until you feel that you|jf

BETTER LOOK OUT!

ment of the Netherlanda mn::ii a spa-
8 i
The good housewife of Holland would
almost as soon be witheut food as with-
out her “Real Dutch Drops,” as sho
gnlntly calla GOLD MEDAL Haarlem
il Capsules, Their use restores
strength and is respcmﬂ:rd’ le in a great

measure for the sturdy, robust health
of the Hollanders,
Do not delay. Go to your dru

and insist on his suppl you with &
box of GOLD Hmﬁai%mlem ol -
Capgules. Take them as and
you are not satisfied with results your
druggist will gladly refund your money.
T.ook for the pame GOLD DAL on
the box and accept no other, In sealed
boxes, three sizes

Walking for Pleasure.

The old-fnshioned person who used
to walk mile after mile on pleasant
Sunday afternoons through the coun-
tryside, has practically disappeared.
This s the inevitnble conclusion
drawn by anyone who stll pursues
this ancient postime and who has
spent Sunday after Sunday drilling by
foot over macadam and dirt vonds fre-
quented by automobilists and an oe-
ecasional farm hand frovellng to a
aolghbor's, - ’ .

Walking for the sake of the walk
has nearly passed out, along with the
one-liorse rig, (he ghiss-incased artifl-
cigl flowers In the parlor and hnir-cov-
ered furniture. It had its day before
the bicyele and the nutomobile and
with the advent of these qulcker, eas-
fer means of transportation it dropped
from the human scheme of things with
a dull thud—Omaha News.

Good News for Father.

“My dear,” said the banker to his
only daughter, “I have noticed n young
man in the drawing-room two or three
evenings ench week of late, What Is
his oceupation?”

“He is ot present unemployed, fa-
ther,” replied the fair girl, a dreamy,
fur-nway look In her big blue eyes:
“put he i= thinking seriously of accept-
ing a position of life companion to a
voung lady of means."—American
Boy.

Welght for welght, a maniia rope ls
fust about as strong as a steel one,

Poor Time to “Butt In*

The pale gentleman in the frock
coat bore down on the rved-Taced,
rumiply-hailred fellow Lying across a
seat on the “down" platform,

“My friend,” remonstrnted the pule
centleman, “dld you ever reckon up
that if you hnd placed the price of one
drink out at compound interest at the
time of the hegloning of the Christian
erg you wounld have $156,460,284%" i

The red-faced, rumply-haired man
roigsed 3 :

“No," he replied. “T haven't figured
It out. But I'm something of a ctleu:
lator, all the same, and If you don't go
away about 137 yards n nine and a
half seconds 'l hit you 17 thmes and
mnke you see 42108 stars, I've Just
had four teeth pulled out and you'd
better go away before the arithmetle
class gets over the ropes and calls
time.”

Flies Anglo-American Flag,

Many people In Manchester, Eng-
land, were puzzled recently by a flng
seen flying over the College of Tech-
nology in that elty, The flug combined
the Britlsh red ensign with the Ameri-
cnn Stars and Stripes in exnetly equal
proportions, It was the view of the
designer that the new flag might rep-
resent the English-speaking world.

Mercury and Price Too High.

“Buy ment,” the puacking men ad-
vise,

“By-by meat!" the consumer cri
—RBoston Transcript. -

On-one elbow. . L .

1 had been trying to feel more kind- lof idea I may have need of It, after
Iy toward him, wondering whether Tfail"”
conld summon up the decency to offer]  And just then old Sallor, the qnietesy
him a cigar, but “the wonderful works|member of the crew, put up his head
of God" finished me. Into my hunds, as thongh to suy thai
“Hello! eaptain,” I sald presently, [he had been unfalrly lost sight of.
pointing to some salls coming up rap-| = *“¥Yes, and you too, old chap—that't
idly behind us. “What's this? I jright. Tom and you and L"
thought we'd got the fostest boat in} Aad then I turned in for the night
the harbor.”
“It's the Susan B., sponger,” sald]]
the eapialn, i’
The captnin was a man of few
words. |

The Susan B. was a rakish-looking || senger and the voyage is far
eraft with a black hull, and she cer |}

|l from monotonous
tainly could sail. No doubt it was pure §
imagination, but I did fancy that I no- 1;_. e
ticed our passenger pignal to them laf
a peculiar way, =
1 confess that his presence was be-|
ginning to get on my nerves, and I
was rendy to get “edgy” at an -
or nothing—nn irritated siate of ml
which I presently took out on George
the cnginecer, who did not belle his
hulking appearance, and who was fnp.
ever letting the engine stop and (s
Ing forever to get it golng again.

The pockmarked man
| proves an interesting pas-

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Statement That Counts.

Do not let the man who says, “This
_the year when [ am going to show
it how to farm it," think that he will
: all clear salling. He will meef
ildents and bears at every turn, and

mny consider himself lucky if he
off with o whole hide, The big
15 to stand on the far end of the
when the harvest s gathered in

Then at last 1 sald, surely nol over

could almast have sword he did

uble to sny. “T &d what T sald
purpose, =D ["~—Exchan .

ge .
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a Big Package of |

OSTUM

CEREAL |
weighing over a -
pound, net.

What are you paying
for coffee?




